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art the man.   Our pens, meanwhile, will not lie idle hero; and so
"by and by we shall rise to be enviable people.

" For the present, fare thee well! Enjoy life on thy journey,
and turn thy face wherever thou canst find contentment and ad-
vantage. For the next half year we shall not need thee; thou
canst loot about thee in the world as thou pleasest; a judicious
person finds his best instruction in his travels. Farewell! I re-
joice at being connected with thee so cltfsely by relation, and now
united with thee in the spirit of activity."

Well as this letter might be penned, and full of economical
truths as it was, Wilhelm felt displeased with it for more than one
reason. The praise bestowed on him for his pretended statistical,
technological and rural knowledge, was a silent reprimand. The
ideal of the happiness of civic life, which his worthy brother
sketched, by no means charmed him; on the contrary, a secret
spirit of contradiction dragged him forcibly the other way. He
convinced himself that, except on the stage, he could no where find
that mental culture which he longed to give himself: he seemed
to grow the more decided in his resolution, the more strongly
Werner, without knowing it, opposed him. Thus assailed, he col-
lected all his arguments together, and buttressed his opinions in
his ftiind the more carefally, the more desirable he reckoned it to
show them in a favourable light to Werner; and in this manner
he produced an answer, which also we insert.

CHAPTER HE.

"Tny letter is so well written, and so prudently and wisely
conceived, that no objection can be made to it. Only thou must
pardon me, when I declare that one may think, maintain and do
directly the reverse, and yet be in the right as well as thou. Thy
mode of being and imagining appears to turn on boundless acqui-
sition, and a light mirthful manner of enjoyment: I need scarcely
tell thee, that in all this I find little that can charm me.

" First, however, I am sorry to admit, that my journal is none
of mine ! Under the pressure of necessity, and to satisfy my
father, it was patched together by a friend's help, out of many
books; and though in words I know the objects it relates to, and
more of the like sort, I by no means understand them, or can
occupy myself about them. What good were it for me to manu-